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It  is  editorial  time  again,  and  as 
we  sit  here  idly  nursing  some  Tawny 
Port  with  the  rains  fighting  fiercely 
to  enter  our  humble  surroundings,  we 
find  ourselves  faced  with  a dilemma. 
The  last  time  we  audaciously  set  a 
"tone"  for  this  magazine,  we  ended 
up  editorializing  the  hard  way — from 
the  outside  looking  in.  However 
with  that  damn  persistence  that 
characterizes  humor  magazine  editors 
we  are  determined  to  try  again. 

At  first  we  thought  we  would  show 
that  we  were  really  not  antireligious 
by  joining  the  Investigation  Commit- 
tee of  the  Aroused  Citizens  in  Defense 
of  Religious  Beliefs.  In  this  vein  we 
prepared  signs  reading  "Don't  Knock 
the  Frock",  "Why  Don’t  You  Be- 
lieve?", and  others;  and  thought 
about  marching  on  Collegian  head- 
quarters protesting  their  headline 
policies.  It  seems  that  on  Nov.  1,  1961 
the  Collegian  had  run  two  articles  en- 
titled "The  Last  of  the  Converters”, 
and  "The  Big  Question:  God  and 
College  concurrently  on  the  editorial 
page.  While  we  realize  that  the  ma- 
jority of  students  would  not  make  an 
association,  we  felt  it  necessary  to  pro- 
test this  patronizing  of  that  "distinct 
Pseudo-intellectual  segment  on  cam- 
pus . We  gave  up  this  arguing  on  a 


subjective  level  when  we  realized  that 
it  carries  no  weight  for  minority 
groups. 

More  Tawny  Port — actually  I don't 
like  Tawny  Port  but  any  Port  in  a 
storm  we  say.  Having  faltered  in  our 
initial  tact  we  decided  to  live  up  to 
our  reputation  as  "free  thinkers”  by 
canvassing  the  book  review  sections 
of  both  the  New  York  Times  and  the 
Herald  Tribune  in  an  attempt  to  dis- 
cuss current  literature  and  its  relevance 
to  prestige  hungry  collegians.  We 
were  stymied  however  when  we  ran 
across  one  review  of  Alberto  Mora- 
via's "The  Lmpty  Canvas"  that  stated 
the  essence  of  his  philosophy  as 
"Cogito  Lrgo  Sum".  We  discontinued 
our  quest  in  this  area  because  of  the 
possible  effects  on  the  student  body, 
and  because  we  had  always  thought 
that  the  problem  was  "Cogitimus 
Ergo  Est”. 

So  we  gave  up  our  attempts  at 
formulating  editorial  guideposts  to  re- 
turn to  our  previous  standard  of 
"Humor  is  a Funny  Thing”.  This 
leaves  the  "true”  meaning  of  our 
articles  and  jokes  to  those  who  seem 
to  enjoy  such  a game.  A plague  out 
of  Egypt  on  them ! 

Now  to  the  more  mundane  items  of 
interest. 


The  New  Times  Magazine  of  Nov. 
19,  1961  carries  an  ad  on  p.  131  for 
a Ten  Commandment  Charm  Bracelet 
by  Coro.  Only  $3.50  including  tax, 
with  your  choice  of  the  King  James, 
Catholic  or  Hebrew  version.  "Truly 
an  inspiration”.  On  a social  note  the 
Times  told  us  of  Junior  Committee 
Members  who  planned  the  La  Dolce 
Vita  Gala  held  in  the  Grand  Ballroom 
of  Savoy  Hilton  on  Nov.  25.  The 
event  was  to  aid  Guideposts  for 
Children,  Inc.  (that  ought  to  get  the 
kiddies  off  and  running). 

Locally,  it  is  too  bad  Beta  Chi 
missed  the  field  with  their  Home- 
coming leaflet  drop.  Perhaps  it  would 
be  better  if  they  tried  diopping  copies 
of  Frost’s  "Mending  Wall’  over  the 
East  Berlin  border. 

A few  weeks  before  Homecoming 
the  following  notice  was  found  on  the 
bulletin  board  in  the  lobby  of  Van 
Meter  House: 

Please  Post 

Rooms  at  45  Woodside  Ave. 

$2.50  per  girl  per  night 

Mrs.  

AL  3 

(that’s  inflation  for  you — price  up  .50 
cents) 

One  liners: 

How  can  the  Republicans  expect  to 
win  now  with  only  a half-Nelson? 

Vance  Packard  has  a new  book  con- 
cerning the  Newburgh  situation  called 
The  Gratis  Seekers. 

Added  to  the  Peace  Corps  informa- 
tion: Local  Postal  Area  costs  concern- 
ing postcards  and  letters. 

Conclusion  (stolen) 

Dear  friends,  we  are  indeed  sorry 
that  we  could  not  run  our  projected 
"Bastard  of  the  Month”  feature  this 
month.  We  are  told  that  some  peo- 
ple objected  to  the  terminology,  and 
we  felt  that  without  the  use  of  the 
word,  we  could  not  adequately 
describe  the  individual  we  had  in 
mind. 

Thank  you  Voo  Doo — good  hunt- 
ing. 
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BWANA  JIM 


"I  say  there,  Hunter,  it’s  been  three 
weeks  since  we  left  Nairobi.  Are  you 
sure  you  can  trust  your  number  one 
boy?” 

"Certainly,  Lord  Hawhaw.  N’goom- 
ba  has  been  my  bearer  for  years  now. 
Knows  this  bloody  jungle  like  the 
black  of  his  hand.  If  your  daughter 
survived  the  plane  crash  N'goomba 
will  find  her.” 

"Umgowa,  Bwana  Jim!  We  at- 
tacked by  N’gantor  de  elephant!  Shoot 
cjuick,  Bwana  Jim!  (Bang!  Bang!) 
Good  shot,  Bwana.” 

Pon  my  word,  Hunter,  that  was 
a bit  of  a near  squeak.  We’ve  been 
attacked  by  savage  beasts  ever 
since  . . 

Bwana!  Bwana!  N’hista  de  python 
have  N’goomba  by  neck ! Save  your 
number  one  boy,  Bwana  Jim;  (Bang) 
Hooboy,  dat  close  one.” 

What  chance  is  there  that  my 
daughter  is  still  alive,  Hunter,  old 
man?  It’s  been  so  ruddy  long  since 
her  plane  was  lost.” 

Umgowa,  Bwana  Jim,  N'gimla  de 


leopard  drop  on  us  from  branch!  You 
shoot,  Bwana  Jim!  (Bang)  Dat  good, 
Bwana  Jim;  you  save  our  ass.” 

"Chances  are  fairly  good,  M’Lord, 
if  she  was  found  by  one  of  the  native 
tribes.  Since  the  plane  crashed  in  Was- 
sabi  country  there  is  an  element  of 
doubt,  the  Wassabi  being  cannibals 
and  all  that  rot.” 

'Bwana  Jim,  we  charged  by  N’kim- 
ba,  de  lion ! Quick,  Bwana,  you  get 
him!  (Bang  Bang) 

"Cannibals!  Egad,  Hunter,  do  you 
mean  to  tell  me  Evelyn  may  have  been 
(shudder)  eaten?  It’s  too  horrible  to 
imag  . . .” 

"Umgowa,  Bwana  Jim,  here  come 
N'krumah,  de  premier!  Shoot  quick, 
Bwana!  (Bang  Bang)  Dat  good, 
Bwana;  him  leftist  anyway.” 

"Not  necessarily,  M’Lord.  The 
drum-talk  tells  N’goomba  the  fierce 
Wassabi  are  dissatisfied  with  the  cook- 
ing and  are  on  a hunger  strike.  We 
may  yet  be  in  time.” 

"Bwana  Jim!  Bwana  . . . (Bang 
Bang  Bang) 

* * * * 


" 'Pon  my  soul.  Hunter,  look  there! 
Dozens  of  natives  carrying  long  sharp 
spears.  They  have  us  quite  sur- 
rounded !” 

"Yes,  quite.” 

"Dem  fierce  Wassabi  tribesmen, 
Bwana  Jim.  N’goomba  t’ink  it  good 
idea  to  extend  our  hands,  palms  out- 
ward, in  de  universal  sign  of  friend- 
ship.” 

* * * * 

"I  declare.  Hunter,  these  ruddy 
savages  aren’t  treating  us  so  deucedly 
bad,  y’know.” 

"Umgowa,  Bwana  Jim,  dem  guys 
tell  N’goomba  dat  Wassabi  have  big 
famine;  many  die  of  starvation.  But  de 
Wassabi  have  form  new  independent 
nation,  tell  Soviets  to  send  100  techni- 
cians or  dey  go  West.  Den  dey  tell 
U.S.A.  to  send  100  technicans  or  dey 
join  Communist  bloc.” 

"I  see;  then  all  the  technicians  help 
them  improve  their  agriculture  and 
the  famine  ends.” 

"Not  so,  Lord  Hawhaw,  Bwana. 
Den  dey  eat  de  technicians.  Write  for 
more  when  nex’  famine  come.  Mean- 
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while  dey  lunch  on  strangers.  Dat 
man  wit’  bone  in  nose,  he  de  premier. 
He  tell  N’goomba  dey  go  on  big  anti- 
Western  white  colonialist  kick." 

"Well,  N'goomba,  my  faithful  com- 
panion, it  looks  as  if  we’ve  come  to 
the  end  of  our  last  trail  together,  old 
man  . . 

"Umgowa!  What  you  mean  ’we’, 
Western  white  colonialist?  N'goomba 
got  job  as  new  defense  minister.  So 
long,  Bwana  Jim,  see  you  at  dinner.” 

"Treacherous  little  beggar;  I hope 
they  deport  you  to  Louisiana!" 

"Some  white  hunter  you  are,  old 
man!  You  said  they  were  seating  us 
nearest  the  fire  to  honor  us.  Hah!  If 
it  weren’t  for  this  kettle,  y’know,  we’d 
be  quite  in  the  bloody  fire." 

"My  Lord,  M’God,  the  water  is 
beginning  to  bubble!  They’re  going 
to  cook  us  alive!" 

"I  don’t  know  how  the  vegetables 
will  taste,  Hunter,  but  I’ve  just  ruined 
this  stew.” 

"That’s  smashing,  M’Lord,  but  I 
have  an  idea.  It’s  getting  dark.  When 
I give  the  word,  jump  out  of  the  pot, 
grab  the  guns,  and  run  for  the  jungle. 
I’ll  grab  the  cook  and  throw  him  into 
the  stew.  Sound  alright  to  you?” 

"Simply  wizard.  Stuff  the  blighter’s 
head  down  deep.” 

"Very  well,  M’Lord,  now\” 

* * * * 

"(Whew!)  We  made  it  M Lord. 
The  Wassabi  are  searching  for  us  on 
the  other  side  of  the  village.  Hark! 
Here  comes  one  now.  I'll  pop  him!" 

"Umgowa,  Bwana  Jim,  you  not 
shoot.  It  me,  N’goomba  de  good  na- 
tive. Me  stick  by  you,  ’specially  ’cause 
it  look  like  you  get  off  wit’  a whole 
coat.  N’goomba  know  what  side  of 
butter  his  bread  is  on.  Even  devalued 
pound  note  wort’  more  dan  rubles,  at 
least  right  now." 

"You  bloody  turncoat,  I ought  to 
shoot  your . . .” 

"You  not  do,  Bwana  Jim;  N’goom- 
ba bring  news.  Two  white  women 
held  in  dat  hut.  De  chief,  he  been 
having  his  breakfast  in  bed  lately.  Two 


white  women;  dat  good,  Bwana;  one 
for  you,  one  for  N’goom  . . 

"Shut  up,  N’goomba!  That  remark 
would  get  you  lynched  in  Alabama. 
Two  white  women.  That  means  your 
daughter's  maid  must  have  lived  as 
well.  We  can  only  rescue  one,  M’Lord, 
so  you  must  tell  me  what  your  daugh- 
ter looks  like.  I shan’t  have  much  time 
in  the  hut.” 

"Oh,  that  should  be  no  problem, 
Hunter.  Evelyn  is  short  and  stout  with 
straight  black  hair,  spectacles,  and 
rawther  prominent  front  teeth.  As  I 
recall,  her  maid  is  a tall  redhead,  quite 
statuesque,  yas,  quite.” 

"Wait  here,  you  two.  I shall  be 
back  in  a minute.” 

* * * * 

"I  say,  Hunter’s  been  gone  twenty 
minutes  now.  You  think  he  has  gotten 
into  those  Wassabi,  N’goomba?” 

"Not  Wassabi,  M’Lord  Bwana 
. . . Here  he  come  now  wit’  girl.  Now 
we  run  like  hell,  Bwana.” 

"Wait!  Wait!  Hunter,  you’ve  made 
a crashing  error!  That’s  not  . . 

"This  is  no  time  to  get  selfish, 
M’Lord;  the  Wassabi  are  right  behind 
me.  Run!” 

"We  run  for  river,  Bwana  Jim.  Es- 
cape on  canoes  of  Wassabi.”  (Pan! 
pant) 

(Pujf  pant)  "The  canoes  are  gone! 
But  we  can  drift  downriver  on  one  of 
these  floating  logs.  Fetch  one  here, 
N'goomba.” 

"Umgowa,  Bwana,  N’goomba  do." 
* * * * 

"I  say,  Hunter,  deucedly  lucky  we 
discovered  those  logs  were  crocodiles, 
isn’t  it?” 

"Yes,  M’Lord,  decidedly,  Can’t  you 
hobble  any  faster,  N’goomba?” 

"N’goomba  do  his  best,  Bwana. 
Umgowa,  look  dere!  Dere  natives  in 
helmets  wit’  guns!” 

"Quick,  N’goomba,  speak  to  them. 
Tell  them  you're  Moise  Tshombe;  tell 
them  we  re  Belgian  officers!" 

"Hey  dere  you  guys.  Me  Moise 
Tshombe.  Hey;  (Bang  Bang  Bang) 
( Continued  on  page  23) 
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THE  AMATEUR  HOUR 

Jerry  Gallagher 


And  now  Jugitol  presents  "The 
Amateur  Hour”,  with  Ted  Muck. 

Ted.  Well  here  we  go  for  the 
9,069th  presentation  of  the  Amateur 
Hour.  Let’s  spin  the  wheel  of  fortune. 
Place  your  bets.  Round  and  round  she 
goes — pay  red  29.  Oh,  to  hell  with 
this;  the  show  muts  go  on.  Our  audi- 
tion troupe  was  in  Amherst  recently 
and  discovered  these  promising  ama- 
teurs. First,  Miss  Helena  Curtin,  who 
will  dance  the  Charleston  while  sing- 
ing, "When  Will  He  Come”  and  finish 
with  an  acrobatic  dance.  She  will  be 
accompanied  on  the  Kazoo  by  Dean 
Hotchkins.  Are  you  nervous  Helena? 

Helen.  H-H-ell  n-no  man  I just 
p-practicing  s-some  Charleston  moves. 
(She  sings)  Wh-hen  will  h-he  c-come 
the  man  uh-of  m-my  d-d-dreams 
(Polite  hissing  and  catcalls  by  audi- 
ence) (In  doing  Charleston  she  smacks 
knees  together  and  jails  to  stage.  She 
smiles  apologetically  at  audience  and 
gets  shakily  to  her  feet,  attempts  a 
cartwheel  and  falls  into  the  orchestra 
pit.  Hotchkins  swallows  kazoo  and 
chokes  to  death,  audience  politely 
laughs  like  hell,  camera  switches  hur- 
riedly back  to  Ted  Muck.) 

Ted.  Well  enough  of  this  farting 
around.  It’s  time  to  tell  you  about 
Jugitol  for  beat  blood.  Friends,  Jugi- 
tol is  made  up  of  millions  of  worthless, 
amoeba-like  Campus  Polecei  that 
serve  no  practical  purpose  other  than 
irritating  and  constantly  harassing 
your  blood  to  the  boiling  point  thus 
enabling  it  to  keep  moving  and  over- 
come that  ’beat’  feeling.  For  a free 
sample  apply  to  the  University  of 
Massachusetts. 

Well  our  next  aspiring  amateur  is 
John  Bedearly  also  from  Amherst.  He 
will  present  several  difficult  imper- 
sonations. John  how  did  you  get 
started  in  this  business? 

/.  E.  Well  Mr.  Muck  I hear  it  will 
be  helpful  in  my  present  position. 

Ted.  It  says  here  you  impersonate 


a cow.  Would  you  try  it? 

/.  B.  Mooo,  mooo.  I learned  that 
from  the  Baker  Dorm  residents. 
(audience  politely  sneers) 

Ted.  And  now  a chicken  eating 
dried  corn  and  a dog  with  a thorn  in 
its  left-rear  foot. 

J.  B.  Cluck,  chuck,  owooo,  owooo.  I 
also  do  a great  auto  accident  and 
machine  gu.  . . . 

Ted:  That’s  enough!  Get  lost  will 
you! 

].  B.  (Impersonating  Baby  Snooks) 
Pwease  wittle  daddy  I'm  not  fwoo. 
( curtain  is  dropped  on  his  head  knock- 
ing him  cold,  audience  politely  ap- 
plauds) 

Ted.  Our  last  (he  winces)  per- 
former from  the  Amherst  Auditions 
will  be  Warren  P.  Mcjerk  who  will 
sing  a college  song  "Dumb  Angel” 
(to  the  tune  of  Teen  Angel) 

W . M.  (Brightly) 

The  night  we  burned  the  S.  U. 
down, 

Twas  me  that  struck  the  match. 

I thought  I’d  pulled  her  from  the 
blaze 

But  she  went  running  back. 

Dumb  Angel  can  you  hear  me? 
Dumb  Angel  can  you  see  me? 

If  you  can  hear  the  things  I said, 

Then  I guess  you  ain’t  really  dead. 

Just  six  years  old  and  now  you’re 
gone 

I don’t  know  what  to  do 

I’ll  have  housing  raid  the  dorms 

In  memory  of  you. 

What  was  it  made  you  go  running 
back 

Upon  that  fatal  night? 

They  say  they  found  the  R.S.O. 
books 

Clutched  in  her  fingers  tight. 

(audience  politely  stones  him — pro- 
gram is  cut  off  air  and  commercial 
" The  Closing  College  Door ” is 
shown.) 
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Marcia  Lockhart,  class  of  '65 
and  Very  Pretty  Girl  once 
said,  "I  never  met  a Ya-Hoo 
I didn't  like." 


PILLOW  TALK 

Wes  Honey 


When  I bought  my  bed  there  was 
a pasteboard  label  affixed  to  it  that 
said  that  the  bed  was  nationally  ad- 
vertised. It’  there  is  a "National  Flop- 
house  (ournal  it  probably  is.  I have 
been  sleeping  in  the  bed  tor  about 
three  months  now,  and  during  this 
period  it  has  developed  a 45°  list. 
Lying  on  my  bed  could  only  be  com- 
pared to  reclining  on  the  deck  ot  the 
Andrea  Dorm.  The  only  things  that 
prevent  me  from  rolling  onto  the  floor 
are  the  buttons  on  the  mattress. 

The  buttons  have  all  pulled  loose 
from  the  mattress  and  protrude  about 
an  inch.  When  I start  to  roll  they 
imbed  themselves  in  the  soft,  fleshy 
areas  between  my  ribs,  preventing  me 
from  rolling  off  the  bed.  Every  night 
when  I retire  1 am  gripped  with  the 
fear  that  one  button  will  lodge  itself 
in  my  navel  and  as  I roll  over  I will 
disembowel  myself. 

Still,  I cheer  myself  when  I think 
back  upon  the  beds  I have  known. 
One  that  pops  instantly  to  mind  was 
a bunk  I had  when  I was  in  the  serv- 
ice. Service  bunks,  or  racks  as  we 
called  them— a* much  more  appropriate 
name,  arc  notorious  for  their  firm 
mattresses.  The  only  way  a service 
mattress  can  be  made  firmer  is  to  add 
cement  and  water  to  the  sand  the 
government  fill,  them  with.  I would 
have  been  overjoyed  with  just  the 
sand. 

Somewhere  along  the  line  all  the 
stuffing  had  trickled  out  of  my  mat- 
tress. It  consisted  of  two  parallel 
layers  of  cloth.  It  was  so  thin  that 
when  1 got  up  in  the  morning  the  im- 
print of  the  spring  beneath  was  on 
my  back,  making  me  look  as  though 
I had  spent  the  night  in  a waffle-iron. 

It  would  have  been  heaven  to  roll 
over  and  filligree  my  front  too,  but  I 
could  not.  The  previous  occupant  of 
the  bed  had  burned  a hole  all  the  way 
through  the  mattress  about  half-way 
down  the  length  of  the  bed.  I had 


been  informed  of  this  witb  some 
ceremony  and  much  smirking.  In  bed 
at  night,  when  the  springs  were  on 
the  verge  of  severing  every  tendon  in 
my  back,  I would  think  of  rolling 
over.  Then  I would  envision  every  eye 
in  the  squad-bay  on  my  rack  as  the 
lights  flared  on.  My  cowardice  con- 
quered my  pain. 

After  about  three  months,  when  I 
had  developed  criss-cross  calluses  on 
my  back,  a rack  with  a mattress  was 
vacated.  It  was  a top  bunk,  but  it  had 
a mattress. 

I must  have  been  desperate.  The 
military  toprack  is  about  four-and-one- 
half,  to  five,  feet  from  the  floor.  Being 
a very  short  person  the  only  way  for 
me  to  get  into  the  bunk  was  to  climb 
up  the  end  of  the  rack,  like  a ladder, 
and  flop  over  the  top  bar  into  the 
bunk.  This  clamber  showed  how 
rickety  the  rack  was,  and  for  the  rest 
of  the  night  it  shook  as  though  to 
fall  each  time  the  man  below  rolled 
over. 

For  the  rest  of  the  evening  I 
clenched  hold  of  the  iron  bars  of  the 
bed  every  time  it  shook,  until  finally, 
at  some  un-chimed  hour  I dozed  off  to 
sleep. 

No  sooner  was  I asleep  than  it  was 
5:30  a.m.,  reveille  sounded  and  the 
squad-bay  lights  flashed  on.  Auto- 
matically I kicked  off  the  covers, 
swung  my  legs  over  the  side  of  the 
bunk  and  stood  up.  Four-and-one- 
half  to  five  feet  later,  and  down,  with 
my  toes  at  eye  level,  my  hind  quarters 
touched  the  concrete  deck.  My  teeth 
jarred  together,  red  and  yellow  golf 
balls  rattled  behind  my  eyelids,  and 
the  space  between  my  hips  was  filled 
with  grating  sounds. 

Still  limping,  I was  transferred  to 
another  outfit.  In  my  new  home  my 
rank  rated  me  an  N.C.O.  room.  The 
room  was  just  the  right  size  for  a non- 
military  bed. 

( Continued  on  page  24) 
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Sports  enthusiasts  and  athletic  sup- 
porters among  the  alumni  and  student 
body  here  at  the  University  of  Mas- 
sachusetts will  mourn  the  passing  of 
an  old  and  ill  used  friend  . . . football. 
In  an  interview  with  a Ya-boo  re- 
porter this  Autumn  Warren  McGuirk, 
head  of  the  Physical  Education  De- 
partment, unveiled  his  plans  for  the 
University's  athletic  future  which,  alas, 
no  longer  include  football.  The 
much  abused  sport  which,  said  Mr. 
McGuirk,  "Was  nevertheless  a noble 
experiment  here  at  UMass."  is  due  to 
be  replaced  next  fall  with  a sport  of 
the  Department  Head’s  own  innova- 
tion. "That  way  we  can  be  tops  in  the 
field,’  McGuirk  explained,  "at  least 
until  someone  else  enters  it." 

The  new  venture  is  a modified  ver- 
sion of  the  gladiatorial  combats  once 
performed  before  audiences  of  jaded 
Romans  at  the  Circus  Maximus.  As 
Dr.  McGuirk  described  it  to  us  the 
games  have  some  resemblances  to  the 
football  which  they  replace,  and  are 


also  reminiscent  of  contemporary  ice 
hockey.  Each  team  of  twelve  players 
or  combatants  is  composed  of  six 
secutori  and  six  retarii,  each  secutor 
wears  partial  armour  and  fights  with 
a sw'ord  and  shield.  The  retarius  wears 
no  armour  and  carries  simply  a trident 
and  net,  with  which  he  attempts  to 
ensnare  his  opponent. 

The  game  itself  is  divided  into 
four  quarters,  not  unlike  football;  in 
each  of  the  first  three  quarters,  there 
are  four  individual  combats  between 
a secutor  of  one  team  and  a retarius 
of  the  other.  Upon  being  defeated  the 
downed  player  raises  his  arm  in 
supplication  to  the  crowd  which  in- 
dicates with  a gesture  of  the  thumb 
whether  it  wants  the  man  slain  or 
spared.  Thumbs  up  indicates  that  he 
shall  live,  while  turning  the  thumbs 
down  indicates  the  contrary.  McGuirk 
pointed  out  that,  since  each  school 
will  most  likely  vote  solidly  to  spare 
their  own  players  and  solidly  to  kill 
the  other  school’s  the  team  whose  sup- 

19 


porters  are  in  the  minority  must  fight 
particularly  well. 

There  is  a break  at  the  halftime, 
after  the  first  eight  matches,  and  this 
time  is  given  over  to  the  mauling  of 
cheerleaders  by  wild  beasts.  "I  im- 
agine it  will  be  more  difficult  to  get 
cheerleaders  now  that  the  job  requires 
a somewhat  larger  contribution,” 
mused  Dr.  McGuirk  during  the  inter- 
view. The  halftime  will  be  followed 
by  four  more  combats  and,  in  the  final 
quarter,  the  survivors  of  each  team 
will  be  pitted  against  wild  animals 
belonging  to  the  other  school.  For 
this  purpose  the  University  has  on 
order  with  the  Ministry  of  the  Interior 
of  India  three  man  eating  tigers  of 
about  500  pounds  weight,  and  the 
first  rogue  elephant  available.  Efforts 
of  geneticists  in  the  Zoology  Depart- 
ment to  produce  giant  shrews  suitable 
for  the  arena  have  so  far  proved  in- 
effectual. We  had  also  imported  two 
gorillas  and  a really  formidable 
( Continued  on  page  28 ) 
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CREEPING  IVY-LEAGUE-ISM  AT  TODAY’S  COW  COLLEGES 


First  Of  A Series  By  The  Ya-Hoo  Editors 


In  the  nearly  100  years  since  the 
founding  of  the  University  such  re- 
markable progress  has  been  made  that 
now  the  Aggie  student  is  almost  in- 
distinguishable— save  for  the  smell — 
from  a Princeton  undergraduate. 
Dressed  in  the  height  of  ivy  league 
fashion  and  smoking  an  imported 
briar  in  place  of  the  traditional  corn 
cob  and  overalls,  the  new  UMass  stu- 
dent nips  elegantly  from  a silver 
hip  flask,  scorning  the  alumni's  stone 
)ugs. 

Effective  next  season,  the  Athletic 
Department’s  cheerleaders  get  into 
step  with  the  rest  of  the  University; 
the  old  undignified  "Fight,  fi-yi-yight, 
Massachusetts",  and  "M-a-ssa-choo- 
choo-choo-setts"  are  due  to  be  replaced 
with  more  decorous  yells,  adapted 
from  the  great  works  of  literature. 
Here,  so  you  can  begin  practicing,  we 
print  selections: 

For  after  a time  out: 

"Once  more  into  the  breach, 

dear  friends,  once  more, 


or  dose  up  the  gaps  with  our 
UMass  dead." 

(Shakespeare:  Henry  V, 
Act.  3 Scene  1,) 

When  the  coach  sends  in  a play: 
"Yours  not  to  make  reply, 

Yours  not  to  reason  why, 

Yours  but  to  do  and  die” 

(Tennyson:  The  Charge  of 
the  Light  Brigade) 
For  the  wounded  and  the  dead: 

"It  is  a far  far  better  thing  you  do 
than 

you  have  ever  done  before.” 

(Dickens:  A Tale  of  Two  Cities) 
Cheers  of  encouragement: 

"You  have  the  letters  Fusia  gave. 
Think  you  he  meant  them  for  a 
slave !” 

(Byron:  The  Isles  of  Greece) 
"to  strive,  to  seek,  to  find  and  not 
to  yield." 

(Tennyson:  Ulysses) 
"The  little  strength  that  we  have 
We  would  it  were  with  you.” 

(Shakespeare:  As  You  Like  It, 
Act.  I,  Scene  2) 


When  a hand-off  is  fumbled,  or  when 
someone  attempts  to  go  through  the 
right  side  of  the  line  when  the  play 
was  called  for  the  left: 

"Let  us  not  to  the  marriage  of  true 
minds  admit  impediment.” 

(Shakespeare:  Sonnets) 
When  we  are  losing: 

"Hence,  loathed  Melancholy." 

(Milton:  L’ Allegro) 
A cheer  of  greeting  suggested  by  the 
colours  of  Northeastern  U. 

"How  now,  you  secret,  black  and 
midnight  hags!” 

(Shakespeare:  Macbeth 
Act.  4,  Scene  1) 
When  the  other  team  fouls: 

"Be  careful  what  you  do, 
or  Mumbo-Jumbo,  God  of  the 
Congo, 

And  all  of  the  other 
Gods  of  the  Congo, 

Mumbo-Jumbo  will  hoo-doo  you. 
Mumbo-Jumbo  will  hoo-doo  you. 
Mumbo-Jumbo  will  hoo-doo  you. 

(Vachel  Lindsay:  The  Congo) 
TBW 


Not  this:  a student  who  This:  perspicacious  . . . 

drowses  over  books  no  matter  sharp!  NoDoz  keeps  you 

how  much  sleep  he  gets.  awake  and  alert— safely  I 


If  you  sometimes  .find  studying  soporific  (and  who 
doesn’t?),  the  word  to  remember  is  NoDoz.®  NoDoz 
perks  you  up  in  minutes,  with  the  same  safe  awakener 
found  in  coffee  or  tea.  Yet  NoDoz  is  faster,  handier,  more 
reliable.  Absolutely  non-habit-forming,  NoDoz  is  sold 
everywhere  without  prescrip- 
tion. So,  to  keep  perspica- 
cious during  study  and 
exams — and  while  driving, 
too — always  keep  NoDoz  in 
proximity. 


Thi  sits  stay  awake  tablet— available  everywhere  Another  line  product  ol  Grove  laboratories. 
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LIBATION  LABELS 
FOR  WILY  WAGS 


These  surprise  "Booze  Branders" 
create  laughs  BEFORE  YOU  POUR! 

Be  the  first  to  break  up  your 
guests  with  these  guaranteed 
party  starters.  You'll  get  laughs 
from  every  bottle, 
four  different,  realistically 
designed  labels  turn  your  normal 
liquor  bottles  into  rare,  fantastic 
potions — your  friends  won't  be- 
lieve it.  Every  label  is  a Wit's 
Delight.  Smart  gift  suggestion: 
Apply  one  of  these  labels  to  each 
gift  bottle  of  liquor  for  laughs! 

4 colorful  "Libation  Labels"  $1 

(Price  includes  tax.  postage,  & handling) 

Money-back  guarantee  — Please 
send  check,  money  order,  or 
dollar  bill. 

CONTINENTAL  GIFTS 
4643  Beverly  Blvd. 

Los  Angeles  4,  California 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY 


No.  of  Sets 

Total  Amount  Enclosed  $ 


ZONE 

$1 .00  per  set 


_STATE. 
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THE  KNICKER  MENTALITY 

Wes  Honey 


According  to  anthropologists  the 
human  species  is  born  in  an  adult 
form.  That  is,  the  human  being  does 
not,  like  the  frog,  go  through  a stage 
of  metamorphosis.  That's  what  the 
anthropologists  say.  Evidently  they 
never  had  to  w'ear  knickers. 

Knickers  were,  when  I was  a boy, 
that  damnable  stage  that  fell  between 
swaddling  clothes  and  trousers.  From 
an  age,  seemingly  pre-natal,  to  the 
years  immediately  surrounding  puberty 
was  the  era  of  the  knickerbockers. 

Knickers  were  an  abomination.  Now 
short  pants  you  couldn’t  get  out  of 
wearing  any  more  than  you  could  get 
out  of  going  to  Sunday  School  to  go 
fishing.  They  were  an  inevitability. 
But  knickers  . . . they  wrere  neither 
normal  nor  necessary. 

E\er  since  that  fateful  eve  that, 
spying  his  ''knickers",  Beau  Brum- 
mel  asked  Byron  who  his  fat  friend 
was,  referring  to  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
that  type  of  attire  had  no  logical  rea- 
son to  exist.  Except  mothers. 

Mothers  seem  to  like  to  hearken 
back  to  the  Auden  Regime.  Boys,  cr 
at  least  those  worthy  of  that  appella- 
tion, do  not  like  knickers.  To  be  sure 
there  were  certain  advantages  accru- 
ing to  those  who  wore  them;  you 
could  always  hide  a copy  of  Don  Win- 
Aon  Comics  in  the  voluminous  legs. 
But  there  were  disadvantages  too. 
Knickers,  it  seemed  were  all  made  of 
one,  and  only  one  fabric;  if  the 
knicker  makers  of  the  world  were  all 
at  once  to  go  into  bankruptcy  then  too 
would  the  corduroy  manufacturers. 

Imagine  if  you  can  a horde  of 
knicker-wearers  all  walking  in  unison. 
With  every  step  the  legs  of  their 
kn  ickers  rubbing  together.  As  a result 
everyone  walked  about  spraddle- 
legged.  This  unordinary  mode  of  lo- 
comotion had  an  effect  upon  the  men- 
tal processes  of  the  wearers.  There 
arc  supposed  to  be  three  main  types 
of  personality;  oral,  anal,  and  genital. 

I submit  that  there  are  four;  oral, 


anal,  genital,  and  knickerbockal. 

The  knickerbockal  personality  com- 
plex manifests  itself  in  various  ways, 
one  of  which,  and  perhaps  the  most 
noticeable,  is  the  method  of  sitting. 
Old  knicker  wearers  sprawl,  their 
legs  akimbo;  this  is  the  result  of  their 
fear  that  should  their  legs  cross  there 
will  be  that  particular  corduroy 
"Swish”. 

In  revolt  against  knickers  boys 
refuse  to  wash.  Only  knicker  wearers 
are  capable  of  accruing  underneath 
and  between  their  toes  that  certain 
semi-viscous  material  that  causes  socks 
to  be  peeled,  rather  than  pulled,  off. 
Scars  are  another  of  the  marks  of  the 
knickerbockal  personality.  Only  after 
a game  of  football  can  a knicker 
wearer  emerge,  blood  issuing  from 
that  gap  between  knee-socks  and  dis- 
tended knicks. 

The  results  of  the  wearing  of 
knickers  was  not  confined  to  marks. 
A deeper  scar,  an  indelible  scar 
across  the  mind  was  inscribed  upon 
the  brain  of  the  knicker  wearer.  Seem- 
ingly, the  only  way  one  could  get  rid 
of  the  damned  knickers  was  to  prove 
oneself  worthy  of  trousers.  Now 
trousers  are  the  prerogative  of  grown- 
ups, and,  as  such,  it  was  obvious  that 
the  only  way  one  was  allowed  to  mi- 
grate to  that  golden  circle  of  trouser- 
dad  was  to  be  an  adult.  How  does  one 
become  an  adult?  by  acting  like  one. 

Every  knicker  wearer  immediately 
patterned  himself  after  the  adult  he 
admired  most.  And,  it  seems,  every 
idol  had  habits  and  predilections 
that  were  easily  aped.  They  drank, 
they  smoked,  they  swore,  they 
f-rn-c-t-d. 

Thus,  should  you  encounter,  at  a 
cocktail  party,  a man  with  a glass  of 
liquor  in  his  hand,  a cigarette  in 
his  mouth,  a dirty  joke  in  his  reper- 
toire, and  a gleam  in  his  eye  equal  to 
the  snap  in  his  pat,  well  girls,  just 
ask  him  how  his  knickers  are  hanging 
and  watch  him  slowly  convulse. 
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Bwana  Jim  . . . 


Umgowa,  Bwana  Jim,  dese  guys  must 
be  pro-Kasavubu  or  somebody.  Dey 
shoot  at  us.” 

"Idiot!  Why  didn’t  you  speak  to 
them  in  the  language  of  emerging 
Africa?  Russian!  Now  get  on  the  stick 
and  tell  them  we’re  with  the  U.N.” 
"De  U.N. !’  Umgowa,  Bwana,  you 
really  want  to  get  us  killed  off!  Hey 
dere;  look  in  tree!  Man  wit’  poisoned 
arrow  shoot  at  de  soldiers.” 

"I  say,  who  is  that  white  savage, 
N’goomba?” 

"Dat  John  Clayton,  Lord  Greystoke, 
Bwana  M’Lord.  Better  known  as  Tar- 
zan.  Him  savage,  brutal,  stupid.  Hate 
black  man  wit'  passion.  He  be  good 
on  White  Citizens’  Council  or  Ku 
Klux  Klan.  C’mon.  It  time  we  get  ass 
in  gear;  here  come  dem  Wassabi.  Now 
we  run  like  hell.” 

* * * * 


(Pant  pant)  ”1  guess  we’ve  outdis- 
tanced them,  M’Lord.  We  can  camp 
here.” 

"Good  show,  Hunter.  (Puff 
wheeze)  I’m  too  pooped  to  . 

"The  nights  are  not  particularly 
cold,  M’Lord;  I’m  sure  our  clothes 
will  keep  us  warm  enough.  Do  worry 
about  the  young  lady’s  grass  skirt, 
however,  Well . . . you  keep  first 
watch,  N'goomba,  while  I . . . ah  . . . 
hit  the  hay.” 

"Dat  story  of  my  life.  N’goomba 
always  get  dirty  end  of  stick.  Got 
aparthied.  Got  Ku  Klux  Klan. 
Got . . .” 

* * * * 

(Yawn)  "My  word,  this  isn’t  where 
we  made  camp ! Egad ! Hunter, 
N’goomba,  wake  up!  We’re  in  some 
sort  of  cave.  Who  is  that  chap  in  dirty 
grey  long  johns  and  mask  sitting  on 


that  skull-shaped  throne?  What  has 
happened  ?” 

"Umgowa!  Det  guy  in  long  johns, 
him  live  400  years.  Him  legend  of 
jungle,  ghost  who  walks.  Him  called 
Phantasm.” 

"What  . . . what  do  you  intend  to 
do  with  us,  Phantasm?” 

"Probably  just  hold  you  for  ran- 
som, Mr.  Hunter.  Man  has  to  make 
a living  somehow,  and  I haven’t  been 
doing  too  well  for  the  past  hundred- 
odd  years.  My  "business”  fell  off 
considerably  after  the  Emancipation 
Proclamation.  Still  I manage  to  eke  out 
a meager  living  hi-jacking  safaris  and 
selling  my  memoirs  to  American 
comic  magazines.  Something  like  a 
retired  general,  you  might  say.” 

"But  how  were  we  brought  here 
as  we  slept?  I don’t  understand.” 

( Continued  on  page  26 ) 
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Pillow  Talk  . . . 

Only  one  or  two  days  after  my 
transfer,  fate  lead  me  to  an  auction 
of  old  household  furnishings.  There, 
for  a double  saw-buck,  I bought  a 
double  bed-stead  and  goose-feather 
mattress.  This,  1 thought,  would  be 
heaven  here  on  earth.  After  paying  a 
trucker  I got  the  sleeping  machine  to 
my  quarters,  and,  amid  sighs  of  ad- 
miration assembled  it.  I patted  the 
mattress-soft. 

That  night  I retired  ecstatic  with 
expectant  joy.  As  1 lay  there  in  the 
softness  of  the  feather  mattress  1 
wafted  off  to  sleep.  To  awaken  an 
hour  later  with  my  head  between  my 
knees,  my  toes  in  the  air,  and  the  bot- 
tom of  the  anatomical  "V”  resting 
plumply  on  the  floor.  The  bed  was  so 
soft  because  the  auctioneer  had  sub- 
stituted laths  for  slats. 

The  next  day  I went  looking  for 
something  to  slat  my  bed  with.  Search 


as  I might  I could  find  no  slats  long 
enough  to  go  across  the  double  bed. 
Then,  on  my  way  home,  as  I passed 
by  the  base  machine  shop,  a piece  of 
galvanized  sheet  steel  caught  my  eye. 
Mentally  measuring  it  the  dimensions 
seemed  perfect.  After  a bit  of  tugging, 
which  almost  qualified  me  for  a before 
and  after  photo  in  a truss  ad,  I loaded 
the  metal  into  the  jeep. 

Back  at  quarters  I tried  the  sheet 
of  steel  for  fit.  Perfect!  Then  the  mat- 
tress on  top  and  the  bed  was  made. 
I exulted  to  the  gathered  crowd  of 
rack-rclaxers,  and  to  show  my  new 
found  joy’s  bounciness  I leaped  onto 
the  bed  feet-first.  The  steel  sheet  re- 
coiled from  my  weight,  displaying  its 
springiness.  Then  with  a clang  like  a 
Burmese  temple-gong  it  sprang  up- 
wards. 

Caught  off-guard  the  rebounding 
metal  sheet  tossed  me  back  into  the 


air,  to  fall  on  the  bed  with  a plop  of 
my  gluteous  maximus  just  as  the 
dowels  pulled  loose  and  the  whole 
shebang  collapsed  resoundingly. 

A week  later  I had  found  a com- 
fortable bed.  I was  again  being  trans- 
ferred, this  time  to  a spot  with  an 
ocean  between  it  and  myself.  For  six 
days  we  had  been  at  sea,  four  of  them 
in  rough  weather.  Luckily  I had  es- 
caped the  seasickness  that  was  empty- 
ing the  innards  of  the  rest  of  the 
troops.  In  fact,  lying  in  my  bunk, 
which  was  situated  by  a passageway 
with  a maze  of  pipes  obviating  any 
bunks  over  it,  I rather  enjoyed  the 
roller  coaster  ride. 

The  fifth  day  of  the  storm  was  the 
worst,  and  it  showed  all  over  the  deck. 
Then  the  ship  hit  what  must  have 
been  a monster  wave.  Our  compart- 
ment was  forward,  and  as  the  bow 
( Continued  on  page  28 ) 
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Unmilitary  Ball 


Support  Your 


Bwana  Jim  . . . 

"The  Bundar  brought  you,  gentle- 
men." 

"Bundar?’' 

"Yes,  Pygmy  poison  people  of  neo- 
nazi  affiliations.  Here,  1 11  scoop  up  a 
handful.  Look  at  them  through  this 

lens." 

Pon  my  word!  Scores  of  tiny 
men  with  miniature  spears!' 

"That's  right;  they've  been  my  ser- 
\ants  for  ages.  The  spears  are  tipped 
with  a deadly  poison." 

"Say,  be  careful  of  that  little  chap; 
he’s  going  to  stick  his  weapon  into 
the  palm  of  your  hand." 

"No!  N . . . Argggh ! 

"Looks  like  a palace  revolution, 
M'Lord.  Let’s  get  out  of  here.  You 
have  jungle  boots  on;  you  carry 
N’goomba,  who  is  barefoot,  and  I 11 
take  the  young  lady.  Stomp  heavily 
around  you." 

"Why  don’t  you  take  Ngoomba 
and  I’ll  . . .” 

"Don’t  argue,  M Lord;  time  is 
short !’’ 

"Umgowa,  Bwana  M’Lord,  you 
hold  N’goomba  good  and  tight, 
Hold  me  up  dere,  Bwana.  Hooboy,  I 
wish  my  relatives  in  Georgia  could 
see  me  now." 

"We’ve  made  it,  Lord  Hawhaw, 
and  there  are  soldiers  to  guide  us  to 
safety.  Speak  to  them,  N’goomba.’’ 
Hey  dere,  you  guys.  Me  Antoine 
Gizenga.  You  not  shoot.  (Bang  Bang 
Bang)  Umgowa,  what  me  say?” 

"Those  were  blue  helmeted  Afri- 
cans with  the  U.N. ! You  just  can’t 
tell  who  your  friends  are  in  Africa 

these  days.  Run!" 

* * * 

"(Whew)  I think  we  may  have  lost 
them.  They  may  have  abandoned  the 
pursuit  because  we  are  approaching 
the  region  of  the  man-devouring  can- 
nibal plants." 

"Cannibal  plants?" 

"That’s  right,  M’Lord.  Keep  a 
lookout  for  cannibal  plants,  N’- 
goomba! N’goomba?  Where  are  you, 
Ngoomba?  Damn  it!  Where  did  he 
go,  Lord  Hawhaw?  Lord  Hawhaw? 
M'Lord?  Oh,  well,  as  long  as  we’re 
alone,  Baby  . . . Don't  hide  on  me, 
Sweetheart.  Where  are  you,  Hon  . . . 
Arrrrgh! 


"1 V here  did  you  get  that hat?” 
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Sportacus 

orangutan,  which  escaped  when  an 
employee  of  the  Physical  Education 
Dept.,  mistakenly  thinking  they  were 
members  of  the  football  team,  un- 
locked their  cages.  Scoring,  we  might 
add,  is  on  the  point  system,  with  each 
re/arius  worth  five  points  and  each 
.1  ventor  three,  proportional  values 
being  assigned  to  the  other  animals. 

Those  of  you  w'ho  foolishly  ex- 
pected that  the  athletic  grants 
and  other  financial  benefits  absorbed 
by  football  to  be  distributed  to  stu- 
dents on  the  basis  of  such  mundane 
grounds  as  scholarship,  merit,  and 
need  will  be  disappointed.  While 
only  a very  few'  very  exceptional  stu- 
dents will  be  accepted  by  the  depart- 
ment for  the  new  sport  most  of  the 
money  will  be  used  in  the  still  thriv- 
ing markets  of  the  Middle  East  Tor 
the  purchase  of  sturdy  slaves  for  the 
arena.  "It’s  really  much  more  economi- 
cal than  football  was,"  Mr.  McGuirk 
explained.  "Barring  accidents  we  can 
keep  these  guys  until  they’re  35  or 
more.  Hell,  that’s  more  mileage  than 
we  ever  got  out  of  any  of  our  boys 
before.  When  they're  no  good  to  us 
anymore  we  can  sell  them  to  other 
departments  as  instructors,  or  grad- 
uate assistants  and  cut  our  losses  still 
further." 

Here  at  UMass  progress  is  our 
handiest  excuse. 


What’s  good  for 
Beta  Chi 


is  good  for  the 
University 


l u t t 


" He  gets  more  fun  out  of  a trampoline  than  anyone  I know ” 


''Don't  be  angry  Toulouse,  ue  thought  it  would  make  yon  feel  good.” 
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. . but  l want  to  go  back  to  the  party  . . 


"Would  you  believe  it?  I have  a hold." 


C,ood  C,od ! You  can't  expect  me  to  take  hat  lying  down!" 


Pillow  Talk  . . . 

ment  was  forward,  and  as  the  bow 
rose  so  did  we. 

I was  swept  upwards  until  my  back 
lifted  from  the  mattress  as  the  ship 
reached  the  top  of  her  arc.  Then  a 
freak  cross-wave  hit  the  plummetting 
bow,  pushing  it  to  port,  and  I found 
myself  six  feet  in  the  air,  in  the 
middle  of  the  passageway,  headed  for 
the  forward  bulkhead. 

If  the  sickbay  hadn’t  washed  my 
friends’  seasickness  from  my  uncon- 
scious frame  as  they  patched  the  back 
of  my  head  I probably  would  have 
suffocated.  But  I didn’t.  Instead,  I 
awoke  to  find  I was  a fractured  skull 
patient. 

My  broken  head  landed  me  in  a 
hospital.  There  I met  the  only  nurse  in 
captivity  who  rolled  you  over,  painted  a 
bull’s  eye  on  your  buttocks  with  iodine, 
and  let  fly  from  ten  paces.  This  ex- 
perience readied  me  somewhat  for  my 
next  bed. 

My  next  Armageddon  took  place 
in  a rest  camp.  There  I was  supplied 
with  a very  comfortable  bed  with  a 
straw  filled  mattress.  Life  was  sweet 
for  a while  until  some  combination  of 
my  tossings  and  turnings  caused  a 
sharp  piece  of  straw  to  jab  through 
the  ticking. 

Clasping  my  hinder  parts  I sprang 
into  the  air  screaming,  dreams  of 
curare  filled  hypodermic  needles 
danced  through  my  head.  The  next 
morning  to  everyone  that  noticed  my 
blood-stained  skivvies  I replied  that  I 
had  cut  myself  shaving.  This  may  not 
have  been  the  wisest  thing  to  do. 

Now  all  I have  is  a narrow  bed  with 
a 45°  list.  If  I could  weight  the  high 
side  down  all  would  be  well.  But  how 
do  you  tell  a broad  that  she  would 
make  good  ballast? 
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menthol  fresh 
rich  tobacco  taste 
modern  filter,  too 
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